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has sailed from Brest. The victory in Italy is extremely big; but as none of my friends are aide-de-camps there, I know nothing of the particulars, except that the French and Spaniards have lost ten thousand men.
All the inns about town are crowded with rebel prisoners, and people are making parties of pleasure, which you know is the English genius, to hear their trials. The Scotch, which you know is the Scotch genius, are loud in censuring the Duke for his great severities in the Highlands.
The great business of the town is Jack Spencer's will, who has left Althrop and the Sunderland estate in reversion to Pitt; after more obligations and more pretended friendship for his brother, the Duke, than is conceivable. The Duke is in the utmost uneasiness about it, having left the drawing of the writings for the estate to his brother and his grandmother, and without having any idea that himself was cut out of the entail. An additional circumstance of iniquity is that he had given a bond for Mr. Spencer for four thousand pound, which now he must pay, and the will and the bond are dated within three days of one another.
I have heard nothing yet of Augustus Townshend's will: my Lady, who you know hated him, cams frota the Opera t'other night, and on pulling off her gloves, and finding her hands all black, said immediately,
My hands are guilty, but my heart is free.
Another good thing she said to the Duchess of Bedford, who told her the Duke was wind-bound at Yarmouth, 'Lord ! he will hate Norfolk as much as I do.'